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I 


O' 


Awake,  O harp  and  lute,  the  Psalmist  cried, 
In  days  when  all  were  singers,  and  God  stood 
Daily  in  sudden  sunrise  to  receive 
The  upward  incense  of  men’s  lyric  prayer, 
Sweeter  than  grapeflowers,  in  Jerusalem. 

Awake,  cittern  of  gold,  the  Theban  cried, 
Proud  that  he  shared  it  with  divinities, 

The  muses  violet-crowned,  and  with  their  king, 
Apollo,  worshiped  in  the  Pythian  glen 
With  lyric  laughter  and  white  whirling  limbs. 

But  wake  not,  harp  and  lute  and  cithara, 

To  find  your  masters  gone,  and  e’en  the  quill 
Which  plucked  out  music,  sharpened  to  a pen 
To  blacken  pages  through  a thousand  years, 

And  tossed  aside  for  strange  machinery. 

Least  of  the  balladists,  here  let  me  take 
Some  rude  thing  like  the  homely  dulcimore 
Struck  by  the  Tennessean  mountaineer 
High  in  his  lonely  hills,  when  the  strong  thought 
Of  things  forgotten  touches  him  to  song, 

And  like  him  slowly  beat  out  memories. 


II 

Among  thy  children,  Mother  most  humane, 
Are  voices  with  young  magic  in  their  tones, 

But  youth  unsaddened  is  unconsonant 
To  sing  of  scholars  dead  among  their  books, 

And  poets,  young  and  old,  the  soon  forgot. 

Ah,  one  there  was,  our  lauriger,  for  whom 
The  harp  of  Aeschylus  rang  unafraid 
In  times  of  hesitation;  one  in  whom 
Deucalion’s  stone  men,  groping,  found  a voice. 
That  one  there  was,  who  might  have  builded  here 
A front  of  song,  memorial,  stately,  grave, 

Such  fame  as  Pindar  for  Agesias 
Reared  in  Olympia.  But  him  the  breeze 
Impassioned  holds,  a region  breath,  a faint 
Diffused  splendor  of  Promethean  fire 
Struck  from  the  fennel  on  its  way  to  earth. 

Seek  till  ye  find  it,  poets  of  the  mom, 

And  breathing  him,  sing  out  your  music  free! 

So  shall  ye  dwell  upon  the  lips  of  men 
And  live  forever  in  the  sounding  air! 


’Tis  a vast  room.  Methinks  a smaller  place 
Would  lightly  hold  the  great  dead  of  the  world, 
Shrunken  to  books.  This  is  the  coral  isle 
Where  every  futile  polyp  leaves  his  bones, 
Infinitesimals  of  permanence. 

Here  lie  the  chroniclers  of  trivial  deeds, 

And  census-takers  of  defeated  hosts, 

And  registrars  of  ragged  heraldries. 

These  are  the  catacombs  of  tiresome  saints, 

Bad  poets,  wrong  concluders,  pedant  scribes. 

Philosophers  are  here,  Icarian  wings 

That  caught  the  iris  of  the  upper  air 

And  fell  derided.  Nay,  but  they  who  laughed, 

The  careful  souls,  the  patient  men  of  fact, 

The  cautious  heroes  of  hypothesis, 

Are  folioed  and  forgot.  Beside  them,  heaps 
Of  ashes  from  the  beacon  fires  of  hope, 

And  all  dead-letters  back  to  Amraphel. 

Laws  better  never  writ,  but  for  the  word 
Ironic  Ammon  spoke  to  learned  Thoth, 

That  letters  dull  the  edge  of  memory, 

And  written  evil  is  a lesser  curse. 

What  might  that  god  have  uttered  had  he  lived 
To  see  the  cloistered  pale  calligrapher 
Wasting  the  sunshine  of  the  Middle  Age 
To  paint  initials  ? “Thoth  is  still  the  god 
Of  this  their  Christian  bibliolatry. 

For  him  they  interlace  these  golden  vines, 
Burnishing  or  and  azure,  and  for  him 
They  rubrish  breviaries  which  shall  lie 
In  some  high  hall  with  books  of  vanished  hours, 
Unchanted  psalters,  missals  clasped  for  aye.” 


IV 

Yet  still  we  read;  still  strain  to  focus  here 
Eyes  that  were  made  to  look  with  silent  joy 
On  the  clean  page  of  sky  or  sea  or  plain, 

The  unwrit  future  and  the  unnamed  God. 

No  words  unpack  the  heart.  No  words  describe 
The  light  of  evening  on  a little  face, 

The  breaker  ere  it  falls,  the  ethereal  cry 
The  white-throat  left  unfinished  when  he  passed, 
Questioning  hearts  in  May.  No  words  can  save, 
Yet  here  are  billions,  hard  words  every  one. 

Can  these  blind  ciphers  spell  out  life,  or  lend 
Wholeness  of  meaning  to  a tattered  past 
Of  dim  lost  Babylonian  episodes  ? 

Ask  Babylon  for  bread,  she  only  gives 
A wordy  stone.  Ask  Egypt,  and  she  sends 
What  rushy  marrow  could  escape  the  jaws 
Of  hunger  building  Khafra’s  house  of  books. 

Ask  Pergamum,  she  tosses  the  flayed  skin 
Of  victims  offered  to  Asklepios 
Cozening  the  sick.  And  ye  who  grant  today 
This  stone  pavilion  and  these  heavy  towers 
Of  Babel  or  funereal  silence,  these — 

Twinned  like  the  broken  shrines  of  Halebid 
Above  dead  gods  in  pestilent  Mysore — 

Why  would  ye  pinnacle  a roof  eterne 
Above  the  book  and  volume  of  this  death  ? 


His  name  is 
The  long  light  finds  it  < 

While  June  is  whispering  a 
Beneath  the  oak  trees.  Ah,  sh 
That  brows  should  be  so  pale  beneath  the  locks 
Death  could  not  silver.  But  his  heart  is  here! 
No  box  of  bronze,  no  precious  relic  case 
Can  hold  the  heart  of  him  in  little  room. 

This  is  his  reliquary,  this,  too  small. 

If  here  we  house  but  dust,  then  here  he  lies 
Splendid  in  still  companionship  of  dust. 

As  in  Sheol  the  glimmering  kings  of  eld 
Rose  to  receive  their  peer  when  he  stood  there 
Become  as  one  of  them,  and  he  lay  down 
Companioned  largely  in  that  oldest  gloom, 

A king  with  kings,  weak  silence  crowning  all, 

So  rests  he  with  the  best  we  had,  the  kings 
Whose  pale  sway  holds  us  when  we  know  it  not. 

VI 


He  gleams  in  shadowy  gold,  impersonal, 

A sculptured  name.  And  shall  no  more  be  said  ? 
Shall  one  man  make  the  choice  of  Hercules 
To  dare  all  hardness  so  he  may  but  serve, 

And  grimly  crush  the  stubborn  years  to  months 
In  agony  of  effort,  till  at  last, 

Losing  his  life  to  gain  it,  on  he  sweeps 
Like  some  great  eponym  and  word  of  power — 

Shall  he  do  this  unsung  ? What  is  the  peace 
He  sleeps  in  but  the  fellowship  of  thought  ? 

And  what  the  undivided  power  of  his  life 
But  the  sweet  burden  of  the  reasoned  word, 

Bom  of  no  single  self,  but  like  the  light 
Into  life  trembling  through  the  pulse  of  all  ? 

What  else  but  that  shall  whiten  the  red  page 
Of  time’s  ensanguined  book  ? Oh,  wouldst  thou  sing 
The  man  himself,  the  great  soul  of  this  house, 
Impersonal  with  love  of  persons,  sing — the  Word! 

VII 

Soft  and  more  softly,  homely  dulcimore, 

Lest,  shrilling  in  this  presence,  we  affront 
The  high  still  courtesy  of  royal  souls 
Whose  greatness  bides  command.  This  is  the  place, 
The  house  of  miracle,  where  waiting  life, 

Chalked  for  ages  like  Gennaro’s  blood, 

Warms  and  is  quickened.  Lo,  great  Uriel 
Whispers  the  mom  to  service  on  the  earth, 

As  if  he  gathered  from  the  world  of  light, 

Beyond  the  light-years  and  mortality, 

Parental  souls  like  sunbeams,  bidding  them 
Find  a new  hearthstone  in  their  children’s  eyes. 

Open  the  books!  What,  is  the  world  so  young! 

O race  of  scholars  who  laid  down  your  lives 
With  calm'faith — deeper  than  the  deepest  creed — 
That’naught  is  trivial;  ye  who  would  not  write 
From  memory  alone  one  fair  tyrannic  yod; 

And  ye  who  struck  a haughty  planet  down 
From  midmost  grandeur  to  a whirling  point, 

But  in  the  atom’s  heart,  a radiant  world, 

Found  out  rich  emperies  of  littleness; 

And  all  ye  closed  eyes  which  knew  to  scan 
The  eoliths  and  dawnstones  of  the  world, 

Lo,  this  is  dawn  I 


rlens  of  earth, 

forests,  down 
pastures  come  the  hosts, 

Driven  D^iungen.ito  fellowship, 

Driven  by  thirst  to  far-found  wells  of  strife 
In  Kadesh,  and  strange  covenants  of  blood; 
Driven  by  God  to  interchange  of  gods 
And  slow  unwilling  love  of  alien  shrines. 

Warring  or  wandering,  they  bring — the  Word. 

Hark  in  the  dawn  the  message  weakly  sent 
By  wandering  caravan  and  kafiia 
When  God  upbringeth  Syria  out  of  Kir, 

Philistia  out  of  Caphtor,  Israel 
Out  of  Mizraim  into  Midian. 

In  vain  Urusalim  sends  forth  her  shards 
Quick-burned,  to  Egypt,  crying  for  relief 
Against  such  blood-stained  messengers  of  peace. 

O fellowship  of  thought,  immortal  Word, 
Across  the  flood,  with  some  Aegean  star 
For  guide  and  bashi  through  the  friendly  night, 
The  ships  of  Tarshish  were  thy  caravan, 

Bringing  spread  silver  and  smooth  ivory 
Past  white  Minoa,  wondering  what  strange  speech 
Built  up  those  palaces,  and  speaking  fair 
With  kindly  western  words  the  passing  prows. 

But  they,  borne  westward  by  red  Tyrian  sails 
With  Memphian  wheat  and  linen,  carry  too 
Light  byblus  and  the  Memphian  oracles, 

Beyond  Gortyna  to  the  Cyclades. 


IX 

O fellowship  of  thought,  immortal  Word, 

What  brothers’  voices  longingly  arise 

To  frame  thy  mystery!  In  Ephesus 

Where  rivers  bring  the  fierce  barbarians  down 

To  learn  that  laws  are  many,  and  to  wish 

That  none  may  bind  them  when  the  hot  blood  burns, 

Young  Heraclitus  sees  the  changing  word 

Flow  by  him  fiery,  saddening  his  youth. 

In  Athens,  where  the  laughing  waters  break 
Against  the  marble,  Plato  stands.  He  smiles, 

With  patient  care  dividing  the  swift  mind, 

And  from  the  hot  disputes  of  wordy  boys 
Lifts  the  pure  fire.  It  burns  Promethean, 

Spreading  above  them  in  white  heavenly  shapes 
That  pattern  justice  and  the  city  of  God. 

By  Nile,  wan  priests  ascetic,  listening 
To  thrice-great  Hermes,  lord  of  words  confused, 

And  wondering  whither  leads  that  shepherd’s  voice, 
But  fearing  Greeks  who  lightly  name  the  name 
And  have  no  magic.  In  Arabia 
Beside  his  tent  gray  Yusuf,  marveling 
How  word  of  promise  should  restrain  his  hand 
Against  who  sleeps  within,  the  murderer 
Of  Yusuf’s  only  son.  And  then  at  last 
Look  where  a beam  strikes  back  to  Ephesus! 

John  stands  where  Heraclitus  stood,  with  sweet 
Grave  eyes  uplifted,  asking  all, 

What  of  the  Logos  split  and  parceled  now 
Throughout  the  world  ? If  God  himself  should  speak, 
Coming  with  water  and  blood  to  interblend 
The  Reason  and  the  Vow,  what  would  He  say  ? 


? 


Above  the  need  of  fellowship,  and  touch 
The  general  tongue  to  high  seraphic  power  ? 

Nay,  heaven  is  homely.  Hear  the  Living  Word! 

A woman  grieving  for  a vanished  friend 
In  a gray  garden  saw  the  gardener. 

He  asked  her  why  she  wept,  and  she  but  wailed, 
“If  thou  hast  borne  him  hence,  tell  me  the  place 
And  I will  take  him.”  Then  God  slowly  turned. 
“Mary!”  he  said.  But  she,  “Rabboni — !” 

X 

O fellowship  of  thought,  immortal  Word, 
Creator  in  us  of  the  glory  named, 

Controller  in  us  of  the  nameless  dark ! 

God  is  not  fearful,  and  he  ever  dies 
To  live  again  on  lips  that  know  him  not, 

Gladly  denied  to  do  great  justice  here 
To  whom  he  loves.  The  dawn  is  crimson  yet, 
Reflecting  battle-blood.  But  still  the  Word 
With  sweet  new  accents  whitens  round  the  world, 
Sphering  all  souls  in  one.  Beyond  the  rune, 
Beyond  the  hieratic  syllable, 

Reckoned  in  numbers  which  the  comets  fear, 
Infinite,  secular,  it  flashes  on, 

Bowing  the  heavens  o’er  a common  hearth. 

Promise  of  God,  deign  to  be  spoken  here! 
Here  where  the  coral  isle  advances  high 
With  labors  well  forgot,  and  happy  bones 
Limed  in  the  sure  foundations.  Here  at  last 
Where  all  the  nations  send  their  hostages 
While  the  one  morning  lightens  over  all — 

Temple  and  tenement  and  ivied  tower — 

Here  where  the  varying  tongues  of  brotherhood 
Seek  for  the  great  parole,  the  Word  of  Peace! 
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